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Dear Children, 

Have you ever wondered why comics interest most of you, rather than books? 

The pictures are an atttaction of course But that is not the or 
book can be condensed to essentials, and presented inthe fe 
Descriptive and decorative passages eve cut off, and the st 
manner mostly through dialogues 

Reading comics inbold script is much easier onthe eyes, thon reading lengthy 
passages set in small types While reading 2 book 
Bctions, the expressions and the background, whereas in comics, these are effec 
tively presented as visuals. The action and expre f the various characters, 
keep changing constartiytosutthe situation inthe tissomathing ike watch: 
ing TV, uth earphones! 

Comics have become so populer that in Japan «: 
‘35.8 mode of mparting knowledge. Supplements to text books are brought out in 
the form of comics, and even medicine and engincenng are nat ruled out! ‘Comics 
‘reduce the strain for the below average students, end make it easier for them to 
assimilate the essentials 
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mof Comic Strips. 
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wll have to imagine the 











ationists have acceptedit 













Reading comics is only half the 
serving the pictures is the other half 
takes a lot of effort to present the drama 












dont rush through the dialo 
pictures too at a leisurely phase to get the 
m=vimum out of Your eomics 
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Dear Editor, 
We always ee visuals and slogans on 

‘TV asking us tosave petrol. “A drop saved 
isa drop produced’ is commonly displayed 
in many petrol bunks. At the same time, 
‘humerous ear and motorcyele races are held 
cevory year, Are these not a waste of petrol? 
‘Manasi Arora, aged 13, 

Kalpakkam - 603 102. 


Dear Editor, 
Iwas quite upset when I saw Steven 
Speitberg’s film, “Schindler's List’. The 
Polish Jews were brutally treated by the 


LETTER 
EX BOX 


German conquerers 

‘Today, the Jews have overcome the 
‘memories of holocaust and are united, even 
though they are scattered around the world 
‘We Indians suffered under the British too. 
But that experience does not seem to have 
united us. 


We fight so much among 





=> 


Ajay, Trichy - 639 101, 





‘You have not given your address. Please send 
ittous Ba, 


Dear Editor, 

Ifyou accept a story written by me and 

publish it, will you accept a second one 
written by me? 

Jaya Shankar Kaushik, 

D.TE.ASSS. New Delhi, 

We will iti good! Ba. 


Dear Editor, 
Can only Mrs.Anuradha Khati write 
the Undirstories? May we write them too? 
RPrabha, aged 10, 
Hindu SS. School, Madras, 


‘The characters are conceived by Anuradha 


Khat, and the stories are hers to write. Why 
don't you think of some stares of our own? Ed, 


owaret at 








Dear Editor, 
2 This is with roference to N.Manu's 
letter in the July issue. The tradition of 
‘naming places after VIPs goes back quite 
afew decades. So many hospitals, places, 
roads, cultural centres, ete. have been 
smed after Rajiv Gandhi, since his 
assassination. 
Itis supposed tobe a mark of sympathy 
‘and respect. But itis quite exaggerated 
these days. Even R.K.Laxman 
illustrated it through a cartoon in the 
“Times of India’ 
Anusha Raju, aged 15 
Bombay - 400 07. 





nce upon at time, 
in a remote village 
in England, lived 


avery pious man. Every 
day, he spent several 
hours in 
Somet 
forgot to ¢ 
One day, 
before him and said, 
son! I am really ple 
with your pray 







My 
sed 








wall you on all days, 
alwa 








he man was happy: 
He lived a peactful and 
uneventful life, When ever 
he went out, he turned 
back to see another pair 
of footprints besides his 
own, He was overjoyed, 
for he knew that God was 
with him as he had 
promised, 





ears passed. The man 
became sick and old 
Even then he did not 
forget God, and continue 
to pray. Soon, he was 





Iwill be 








WY 
STORIES 
RETOLD BY 
READERS. 
WMMMMMM@ws 
unable to even walk 
prop' 
One day, he was walking 
through a field when he 
suddenly turned around 















Unhappy that God had deserted 
him, the man began to sob. 

God appeared before him and 
asked, “Why are you weeping?" 

“You have ceased to be with me 
always,” wept the man. 

“How do you say that?" asked 
God. 

“I see only one pair of 
footprints here.” 

“Linow how diffic 
it is for you to walk, 
replied God, “So I have 
carried you so far. 
Those footprints you 
see are actually mine.” 


It 











He saw just one 











pair of prints on K. Vani, aged 12, 
the sand. Church Park, Madras. 
POETRY Theyll snatch your dolls away, 


‘And even make you cry, 


BIG BROTHERS 8 jsesmic and sy pie, 


‘And a new dress you can buy. 
Big brothers sing songs loudly, 


‘And hit you on your head, hard. ‘Though big brothers may not be soft, 
But be sure they'll help nicely, And kisses may be rare, 
To improve your report card. lean assure you, 


‘That in their heart they care. 


If you want to see their heart, 
Just ery and see, 

They'll come running to you, 
‘Where ever you may be. 


Even though | am seventeen, 
Vm still their kid sister, 
But in my judgement they are, 
"My Best Brother’ award winners. 
Vinisha Chhabra, aged 17, 
Boisar - 401 504. 
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cartoon is a witty and humor- 
ous picture in one panel or 
more. It pokes fun at cele 


breties or comments on politics, so- 
cial customs, fashions or sports events. 
Actually a cartoon was orginally 
a sketch for a large painting or 
try. It took its meaning from th 
ian cartone, which means paper 
In 1843, England's 
ria's husband, Prince 
exhibition of cartoo 


8 






















Most of them were bad, John 
drew funny imitations of them in the 
nagazine Punch, making fun of the 


bad art they were, 


WOON! 


And that’s how, cartoons, as they 
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The comic strip and the 
comic book 


Soon cartoons began to have sev- 
eral panels and developed into the 
comic strip. And the next step was 
the comic book 

Why use the word ‘comic’ mean- 

ng ‘funny’ for such books? In Ger 





man, the word for books that tell the 
story in a picture strip is Bilderges. 
chichte or picture story. The French 
use the word bande dessinee which 
means drawn strip. Only English talks 


strip was well-balanced and well-col- 
ured, 


The comic strip today 


The comic strip has become one 








* Blondie, by Doan Young and 
Stan Droke is syndicated in 
‘abou! 1,200 newspapers 

tho world. Whon longi wosto 
have a baby, Young received 
400,000 suggestion on what to 
‘name the baby! 








of all picture stories as ‘comics’, 
whether they are funny or not 

How did this happen? In the 
1900s, all the picture strips in the: 
United States were ‘comic’! That's 
why, picture stories are comics in 
English, even today! 


The Beginning, 





Tt was the invention of printing 
that heralded the beginning of the 
comic strip, and subsequently, comic 
books. There have been comic strips 
on the lives of saints, as way back as 
1550, in Germany. The Seven Deadly 
Sins, the Ten Commandments, had al 
been dealt wth as picture stories 

Soon, German artists in the 17th 
century began to use satire, by mak- 
ing fun of politics and social customs 

‘Colour was brought in and im- 
proved. And in the 1960s, the comic 
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‘of the most popular reading als 
today, Millions of pictures have been 
produced! since 1900, One third of 
people who can read, follow comic 
strips of their favourite characters 
Youngsters love reading comic books. 

You may forget the name of the 
artist who creates the strip, but you 
can never forget the comic character 
you love. 


SANDHYA SRIDHAR 

















COVER FEATURE 








American cartoon 
it's about Richie Rich, the rich boy who has 
good friends, and some bad 






































MICKEY 
MOUSE | 
By far, | 


the most | 
popular 
comic strip 
ever. Mickey 
was Walt 
Disney's 
brainchild, 





and still 
captivates 
millions 
around the 
world. 










































A super-refugee 
from the planet 
Krypton, Super 








nt while not 
on a super-mission. 
Even though movies 
and cartoo 
have been ma 
| Superman, the comic 
book re 
popular as ever. 
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aa lly written in 
French, this delightful 


comic strip is full ef puns. 
The translation info English stands the fest, as the fun and the 





puns remain inlaet! 
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VERONICA 








IARCHIE Arctic, tne 


freckled ' red: 
head, swans between the girl-next 
Jdoor Betty, and the rich, snooty 
Veronica. Teenagers all overAmerica 
and other countries enjoy Archie's 
{teenage adventures. Amust for those 
growing-up years, | guess! 

















TOM ano JERRY 


A cat and mouse cartoon, 
where Tom, the cat, gets 
punched, waffled, burnt, 
stretched... You name it! 
Jerry the mouse is always on 
the run, 

















Popular company fo 
Superman, these two super 
heroes have fan-followings of 


SPIDERMAN and! 
BATMAN 


their own, Like Superman, 
Batman and Spiderman have 
been filmed as movies and 
toons too, 


TINTIN 


The young boy-reporter croated 
by Herge, and his dog Snowy, have 
wonderful adventures, They vist tho 
moon, trek through Tibet and the 
‘Andes, and have a brush with matia 
‘ype gangsters in Chicago, America 

Sean here is Captain Haddock, 
Tintn's palin many of his adventures 






























































































The story so fat. 
‘Anand and Bharath’s 
grandfather finds an old 
leat manuscript 
ting treasure. A 
servant, Kennayya, hi 

seen the manus 
But he has disappeared. 
The boys go in search of 
him, and meet Prof. Palaniappan of 
Department of 
who wants to mest 











Anand, “Isn't 





Hmm," Sharath 
' go to the fort. 


around the 





Je can spot 
anything 

The boys walked tothe ert. 
wax pty in ins, but the sin 
Pn 
ancl pushe 


i! look! Bharath exclaimed, “The 
i 
Hi rec 







8 have by 





sed 


Anand almost 
Do you think 
athe fort?” 
c."eaid Bharath shortly, 
nl. property 
red the courtyard, 


littered with fallen 


A MYSTERY IN THREE PARTS 


stones, dry leaves, and all sorts of 
debris, 

‘Another huge door led to the inside 
rooms of the fort. Tis door was well 

too, 

‘The boys ealered the frst room All 
‘was dark and gloomy. Hardly any light 
filtered inside, for the windows were 
narrow and long, 

‘The boys wandered deeper into the 
fort. pushing open doors and windows, 
to ace if they could uncover anything, 
adden, Bharath stopped short 

“Look atthe floor.” he 
ssid, "Did you notice 

4%: 





nything?” 

‘Surprised, Anand, ooked down. Sure 
cough, on the dusty floor, were prints 
of ahocs other thon theirs There: were 
clher barefoot prin too. 


‘cfore Anand could aay anything, they 
heard muted voices and the sound 
of echoing footsteps 
“Hide! hissed DharthtThe boys darted 
tbching a huge pillar close to a wall 
"Two men hurried into the chamber. 
“Shut up, Kannayya.” aid the man 
vrearing blue trousers and a abit, “Who 
asked you to show the manuscipt to 
olaniappon? Now h. knows you're uptc 
something.” 
“Sony, Peter soar” mumbled the bare 
foot, dhoticlad, Kannayya,“ didn't know 
‘you knew Sanskrit too.” 


Tool!” ssid Deter, “Now we have to 
find fash. Palniappan alrcady auspocls 
tne, | think Now get to work!” 

The tro men went to a pot placed in 
the contre of the room, and moved it 
aside. 

Then Kennayye rotated a circular 

under i, and a hole appeared 
in the ground, The men shone theie 
torches ino the hole, and disgppeared 
into il one by one. 

‘few sintes ster, Anand and Bharath 
cane out of thier hiding place. The went 
to the hole and peered down it Bul 
they could ace nothing, Iwas pitch dark 





down the hole. 


he next day, the boys were back with 

‘candles, matches, torches, a long coil 
of rope, a couple of sticks and some 
chalk. They went into the room where 
they had scen Peter and Kannayya 
disappear down the hole. The pot 
‘was back in its place. They dragged 
the pot aside, and rotated the 
pedestal, ust as they had seen the 
nen do il the day before. 

Thee, stining their torches doven the 
tole, they lorered themselves down, 
‘They found themselves in an underground 
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cave, It was warm and damp. 

‘Shine your torch around.”Anand 
whispered. 

Sialoclities hung from the roof and 
salagpites rose fom the Noor. They could 
heat the fin scund of flowing water. Thcy 
followed the sound and soon cane upon 
an unclerground atream 

ley, look!” Bharath cried, “This 
stalagnite moves. It's not real ts just a 
lever. 

Dont shoul.” Anand ahot back in @ 
whisper. But i-was too late. A beam of 
light sucldenly flashed inthe darknoas aad 
pinned them 

Well, well. We have gucats Loday. 
16 comisecienter 5 





dont we” a nasty voice cracked across 
the room. It Was Peter's, The two men 
rere on them in no tine, and soon, the 
‘boys found themselves lying on the floor, 
their hands and legs tied up with the rope 
they themselves had brought. 

‘The two men seemed very familiar with 
the place. They opened 0 ab of rock, 
to reveal a amall room The boys were 
pushed inside, and the rock door was 
dosed! 

Next issue: 

DO THE BOYS ESCAPE? 
S! Srikanth, aged 14, 
Kendriya Vidyalaya, 
Kudremukh. 


















































PUZZLE 

OA BC DPRTV'S S TZU 
PN ABN OTR JIN EV RB 
BX 1CPMN.@ DIM 8S DG 
L. ¥*-8).D .bd 00 N Y2E ERS ASAIO) £0 
XZ AUB oad y OSOT Prose TE 
A B BO FOG K LC M Ove WD 
LPMYMRZs oT DUS §& 
DM EV RLE2ZNWN K PP 
D.C) OF? BOE a SB a Be E oO 
OD .1 Ri MOOD Bb ZoP (Oe Spam 
BDCRDAMMNOdJ KP U 
PH TL L,P § Nd K Lb) ONOOR 
bf Di of Gl voulp pr tr Gt Gene, 
Ad Clue: 7) The pen the world prefers 


1) Neighbour's envy, owners 


pride 


2) Just two minutes 
3) The tyre with the muscle 


8) The boss 


10) The zing thing, 


9) Yehi hal right choice, baby! 


Match the ad clues to the 


4) Bring home the leader grid, 


5) The argument continues 
6) Always the best, 











[Solution on page 80] 





products hidden in this puzzle 


BhavadhaariniAnantaraman, 


Madras-40 
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for three months, We had to 
apply for new concession 
cards, when they expired. Till 


dent took place 
when I was in 
the Vilth std a 


My house is 12 kms away from _ then, we had to buy tickets to 
school, [used to travel inacity travel by bus. 

bus. Students had concession My concession card had 
cards. But they were valid only expired the previous day. But 
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1 did not remember it as I 
boarded the bus, took the 
concession card from my bag. 
and gave it to the conductor. 


H: looked at it, smiled, and 
said, “Why, girl? Trying to 
cheat me? I've got two eyes! 
Come on, buy a ticket!” I did 
not have any money with me. 
I did not know what to do. I 
pretended to search my bag for 
money. I asked my friend (who 
was in the bus too) whether 


she had money to lend me. 
“Really sorry,” she replied, 

“[ don't have any mon¢ 

Tll throw you out of the 

bus,” said the conductor. 
“Stop the bus!” he shouted. 

‘The bus screeched to a halt. 1 

explained my situation to the 


bus conductor. But he would 


not listen. I wanted to cry, but 
no tears came, People in the 
bus were watching and enjoy- 
ing my plight, instead of 
helping me. 


uddenly, a man came 
forward and said, “Ah, 
Anu! Here you are! Amma told 
me you had forgotten your 
purse. Here, now, buy your 
ticket.” 
He gave me some money. I 
was stunned. I had never seen 
him before. Anyway, 
I bought my ticket 
and turned to thank 
him. But he was 
nowhere to be seen. 
As I got down from 
the bus, the conduc- 
tor told me, “Girl, 
don't think badly of 
me. I cannot change 
rules.” 
He smiled. I smiled 
back weakly. 
Today, whether 
4 Ive a concession card 
or not, I take Rs. 10 with me 
always. When my concession 
card expires, I always rem- 
ember the unknown person 
who helped me when I was in 
distress. 



















Anuradha K.R., aged 15, 
Holy Angel's Convent, 
Trivandrum. 
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IN PICTURES 


THE STORY x DEINUVA 


Script : SANDY __tihestration : LALITHA 


[OF HIS TWO WIVES, SURUGHI WAS HIS) 
FAVOURITE 





LONG, LONG AGO, KING UTTANAPADA 
RULED OVER A PART OF THE WORLD. 








hs KE 
bd iD 


J 
| 





DHRUVA WAS THE SON OF SUNITI 


UTTANAPADA'S FIRST WIFE 








WEEPING, OHRUVARANTOHIS MOTHER, Pray to Lord Vishnu. He'l 
help you. 
‘says | can't siton 
father's ap. 























TAKING HIS MOTHER'S WORDS: 
SERIOUSLY, DHRUVA LEFT THE 

















FOR THE FOREST, 
*o ths forest, 
ig? 
eau G) 
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‘Alas! How mean 
{ve been! 
Poor Dhruva 
Won't wid animals 
attack him in 
tho forost! 





MEANWHILE — 






















Tean't 
breathe! 





‘The earth seems 
tobe shaking! 














THEY WENT TO LORD 
VISHNU. 


fi _Don'tbe 









































r 
WHEN DHRUVA GREW UP, HE WAS. || YEARS PASSED UNDER OHRUVAS: 
(CROWNED KING, ‘GLORIOUS RULE. ONE DAY— 
"7 











‘© king! We've come to take 
you to Lord Viehnu’s realm. 





‘You shall shine as the 
Pole Star henceforth. 




















PUZZLE 


MIND POWER 


Read the sentence given below slowly. Now can you tell me how 
many ‘Ts are there in it? No! You can't count again! 


‘THE AMAZING LIVING WORLD HAS A WHOLE LOT OF INTEREST- 
ING, AND SOMETIMES FUNNY FACTS, ABOUT THE ANIMAL 
WORLD. 


Ityou count 2- Average. 
3 - Above average 
6- Good 
8- Excellent Mallikarjun 
Gulbat 


Patwadi 
85103 
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F: some time 
now, Sister 
Undir had been 
asking to be allowed 
to travel by herself, 
that is, not accom- 
pained by any adult. 
Papa and Mama 
Undir had not permitted any such 
thing so far. 

“Why can't I? Oh, why can't T?At 
least these holidays? Rani mouse 
has travelled alone by air twice 
already!” she cried one day. 

“We'll see!” replied Papa, not 
committing himself, 

Brother Undir looked at Sister 
aghast! Did she know what she was 
talking about? He certainly did not 
like the idea! 

“Td be too-00-00 scared! I'm too 
little to go by train without Papa or 
Mama!” he remarked. 











Unaccom 


“You're a super 
silly fellow!” Sister 
Undir teased. 

‘No, I'm not! It’s 
just that I'm a little 
fellow!” protested 
Brother. 

“Atleast let me go 
on a short trip,” 
begged Sister. “You 
don't want me to 
grow up into a sisy, 
do you?” 

Mama and Papa 
Undir discussed the 
matter. 

‘Mama: Allowing 
Sister by train could 
be dangerous, even 
though second class 





‘The Undin Stories 








‘compartments are fairly safe! 

Papa: There are always lots of 
different people in second class 
compartments! It should be okay I 
suppose. But I'm against an 
overnight journey. I don’t think 
Sister is old enough or wise enough 
just as yet. 

Mama: Perhaps we could 
consider sending her by air. How 
about her flying down to her 
grandparents at Mooshakpur for 
mid-term holidays? 

Papa: That's a great idea! It 
would be rather expensive, though! 
But maybe just this once we could 
send her. I'm sure Sister would find 
it a worthwhile experience! 

Mama: Then why not send 
Brother too? Luckily we'd only need 





to buy concessional 
tickets. Adult air 
tickets would cost us 
‘a bomb! 

Papa: Yes, that’s 
right! Let Brother go 
as well—he can also 
experience travelling 
without an adult! 


lo that is what 

they decided. 
Holidays were only a 
fortnight away. Papa 
Undir agreed to get 











the tickets. Sister 
Undirwas sodelighted 
that she began jump- 
ing up and down! 

But Brother - he 
‘was terrified! To go all 
alone! He didn’t think 
Sister was any good 
to travel with! And 
that too by air! 

It’s going to be 
ghastly! Idon't see the 
point of paying a lot of 
money just to scare 
yourseif!” he said, 
biting his fingernails 
in fear. 

Sister Undir began 
to count the days. 

Fourteen days 
more!" she said 
excitedly, shaking 
Brother by his 
shoulders, 

“Unb hun! know!" 
replied Brother un: 
happil 

‘When Papa Undir brought home 
the air tickets, the excitement 
increased, Even Brother became 
enthusiastic. He bogan to examine 
the tickets closely and was rather 
pleased to see his name on one, 

“[ didn't know air tickets looked 
like this!" he remarked. “Why do 
they have so many pages? They look. 
like booklets!" 

“Yes, these are round tickets for 
Sister and you!” explained Papa 
Undir. 

“Round? They look rectangular to 
mel" replied Brother, 

“You're a funny fellow!” laughed 
Sister. “Round has nothing to do 
with the shape, you dummy!” 

“Sounds like a shape to me!” said 
Brother. 

“No,” explained Mama Undir. “A 








round ticket is for a 
journey toa place and 
back again.” 

“Why can’t they 
just eall them to-and- 
fro tickets?” asked 
Brother. 

"So tl can 
have round tickets 
which are neither 
round nor tickets!” 
teased Sister 

Hunh! Reet- 
angular booklets with 

eral pages in 
them! Grown-ups 
sure are odd!” 
remarked Brother 














ister and 
Brother began to 
get their bags 
packed, Mama 
helped, Ench of them 
was going to carry one 
small hand-carried bag, with 
things they might noed during the 
flight, Scribble pads and a pencil, 
some sketch pens, a story book each, 
and some comies wore packed in 
Sister added some crayons and a 
comb toher handbag, Brother added 
‘a fow stickers and a small stuffed 
monkey. Sister and Brother were 
going to share one large suitcase for 
their clothes, some books, a few 
‘games, their tooth- brushes, a tube of 
toothpaste, soap and towels 

“Lwant to carry my canvas shoes 
ax well!said sister. 

"Yes, then we can go for long 
morning walks with Aaji and 
Aajoba*!” agreed Brother. 

Finally, everything was neatly 
packed. The suitcase was ready to 
be checked in. ‘The hand-baggage 
was ready. ‘The day of the journey 
arrived at last! Mama had made a 













‘arandpa 
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long distance STD call to Mooshakpur 
to make sure the grandparents, Aaji 
‘and Aajoba Undir, would be there at 
the airport to receive Sister and 
Brother. Both Aqji and Aajoba had 
‘agreed at once and were looking 
forward to the visit 








t was time to 

go to the airport 
Papa Undir carried 
the big suitcase, 
Sister and Brother 
picked up their hand- 
bags, Mama locked 
up their tree house 











and they were off! 

“The two of you are going to be 
‘unaccompanied minors” said Papa 
Undir. 

“And that means kids not accom: 
pained by an adult!” explained 
Mama. 

“But won't you at least come to 
the aircraft? How are we supposed 
to find our seats if you don't come 
with us?” asked Brother clutching 
Mama Undir’s hand. 

‘Mama patted poor Brother on his 
back. 











“Sister will take good eare of you, 
I'm sure! Besides, the two of you are 
going to come back safe and sound 
and feeling very brave!” 

“You're going to have very nice air- 
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hostesses! ‘They are specially nice to 
little ones flying by themselves,” said 
Papa. 

“Tve heard they give lots of 
toffees!" said Sister, rubbing her 
hands together. “Pl let you ha 
some of mine as well!” That cheered 
up Brother, who had begun to cling 
on to Mama Undir more and more, 
as the airport drew nearer. 

‘The Undir family arrived at the 
airport at last! Sister and Brother 
unloaded their hand baggage, Mama 
helped with the larger suitease which 
was going to be checked in, Papa 
Undir parked the ear. 

At the entrance to the terminal 
building, the security policeman 
checked their tickets 

“Only two tickets? Then four 
people can't go in!” he growled. 

“These two are travelling as 
unaccompanied minors! We are the 
parents,” explained Papa Undir, 

“We'll be back as soon as the 
children have checked in,” promised 
Mama. 

Brother held on to Sister’s hand 
‘and began to ery. Seeing this, the 
policeman on duty allowed Papa and 

Mama to go in. They then 
went to get their check-in 























baggage scanned. 

“What are they doing to 
the suitease?” asked 
Sister, 





“It's disappeare 
that funny machine!” 
Brother. 

“To check for 
bombs!” said Sister, 
excitedly. 





hey were final- 
ly done. ‘The 
security-checked tag was fixed on 
their suitcase, Then the four of them 
trooped in at the check-in counter. 
Sister wanted to do the checking in, 





She took the tickets from Papa Undir 
and handed them to the counter 






© both ha 
seats, please?” she asked. 

“Aren't you both minors? 
‘That would mean having to 
sit separately! Is that 
okay?” the man at the 
counter asked. 

“Well, one window and 
one aisle, then! We do 
want to sit next to each 
other!" replied Sister, 

“Then you'll have to 
settle for one window 
and one middle seat! 
In this aircraft there 
are three seats in 
each row,” explained. the counter 
is what they got 
Brother and Sister were given their 
boarding cards and hand baggage 
tags, An air hostess came to take 
charge of Sister and Brother: 
fi! Are you two the 
unaccompanied minors? The two 
little Undirs? I'm here to take care 
of you both!” said the air host 


window 












































rother smiled 

ther shyly, 
Sister said, 
Yes, it is 








» a 


This is their first 
flight. And they are 
doing it by them: 
selves!” explained 
14 Undir to the air hostess, 
‘Don't worry, sir! They'll be just 
fine, Tm going tobe in-charge from now 
‘on, ‘There are no other unaccompanied 
minors on this flight,” said the air 
hostess, 

“I think we have to leave now, 
said Mama Undir, “We can't go into 
the security area meant only for 
passengers.” 























“Have a good trip!” said Papa 
waving goodbye, 

“Take care!” said Mama. Sister 
and Brother were on their own now: 
ister and Brother Undir sat on 





cither side of the air hostess, waiting 












nouncement. on 
their flight. She seemed very 
able to draw 
He 










Dogan telling her about his school, 
twas time to pass through 
security, and await departure 

natructions, ‘The hostess took Sister 

nd Brother along. Very soon, they 
were boarding. ‘They found ‘their 
seats, Brother's was the window 
seat, very close to the left wing of the 
He was thrilled! Sister got 
t. They fastened their 


















seat belts. 
‘ould we exchange after a 
while?” she asked Brother, 

“Only if you ask me very nicely!” 
replied Brother, laughing, 

‘A man wearing dark glasses sat 
down next to Sister in the aisle seat. 
‘To the two kids, he looked rather 
sinister. Hedidn't smite at them, He 
didn’t look left or right. He placed a 
‘small briefease on his lap. From it 
he pulled out some dark coloured 
thing with an elastic attached. Then 
he looked away, removed his dark 
glasses and put on the dark thing 
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on his eyes, It was an eye patch with 
an elastic at the back that 
completely covered both his eyes. 
Having fully covered his eyes, he 
sstrotched out his legs and seemed to 
go to sleep, 
Sister looked at Brother Undir 
I don’t like him!” she said. 
Me neither! He's not friendly at 
is he” replied Brother. 
's more than that! He seems 
scary! And I don't want to sit next to 
him!” said Sister. 
‘Neither do I! I wonder who he 
is! Do you think he could be a 
kidnapper?” asked Brother, 
“They're called hijackers, or, 
rather, skyjackers, because they 





all 



















hijack in the skies!” said Sister, 
looking quite worried. 





‘I wonder if he’s listening to our 
conversation?” asked Brother Undir, 

“He seems to be asleep. But he 
might very well be faking it!" replied 
Sister. 

“Let's read all this safety stuff in 
the seat pocket! Maybe it has 
something useful,” suggested 
Brother. 


So Site end ont the cant that 
was placed in her seat pocket. 
Brother listened most attentively. 
The card explained what to do 
during accidents, when they flew 
‘over the sea, and so on. Their air 
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hostess came to check if they were 
okay. 

“Don't let the safety card frighten 
you! All that stuff rarely happens! 
‘Are your seat belts tight? We're 
‘about to take off!” 

Sure enough, the aircraft had 
started moving. Very quickly it 
gathered speed, taxiing on the 
runway. 

“What fun! We're finally off” said 
Brother looking out of the window. 
Sister looked out of Brother's 
window as well, 

“We're airborne!” she said. The 
man with the eye mask took no 
notice and seemed to continue to 

sleep. 

‘The air hostess in- 
charge of Sister and 
Brother came to check if 
they wanted anything, 
She gave them a plastic 

full of toffees, some 

juice to drink and a game. 
‘They opened everything up 
at once in excitement 

“What fun!” said Brother, 
“And to think I was 0 scared 
before we started!” he 
wond 

m the one who's scared 
now!" replied Sister, “Not of the 
flight, butof you-know-who with the 
mask on my right.” 
ey! Just look at the clouds on 
my left” exclaimed Brother, “Aren't 
they marvelous?” 
























Gite, tgoked 
lout of Brother's 
window to see a very 
pretty sight. It was 
a very blue sky. 
Fluffy clouds went 
floating by. Even 








though they were 





flying at a very high speed, they 
could not sense it at all, 


“It feels really nice! It's almost 
like being in heaven!” she said. 

Suddenly they seemed to lurch 
forward. 

“What's that! exclaimed Brother. 
Soon, there was a fasten the seat 
belts announcement. Sister and 
Brother had not unfastened their 
seat belts anyway. The other 
passengers began to fasten their seat 
belts. There were sounds of belts 
clicking all over the aircraft. Soon 
there was yet another lurch and a 
bump. 

“I think that must be an air- 
pocket. Mama told me to expect 
something like this!” said Sister. 

“I don't like the 
focling at all! It seems 
more bumpy than a bus 
ride! Tt seems like we 
‘might crash! [want our air 
hostess to come here,” 
Brother sounded worried, 

‘All the bumps and jerks 
woke up the man with the 
mask. He shook himself awake 
and pulled up his eye patch. 
Sister sneaked a sideways look at 
him. He didn’t look at anyone, 
though. Rather, he proceeded to open 
his briefcase. From ithe took out what 
looked like a gun. 

“A gun!” whispered Brother 
Undir. 

“Tt sure looks like one!” whispered 
back Sister. 

“Oh, no! Just when I was 
beginning to enjoy the flight it looks 
like we might be skyjacked! I don't 
want to die!” whimpered Brother. 

“Shh! Our air hostess is coming. 
We ean ask her,” said Sister. 





Tiss is hostess brought, wo 
trays of food for them. After 
that food was served to the other 
passengers. Brother and Sister 
forgot about their neighbour. They 


tore open the aluminum foil in which 
the food was wrapped to see what 
was served. 

“Mmm! Looks delicious!” said 
Sister. 

“Tm hungry! I like the hot pulav 
and beans! And there's sweet 
yoghurt too!” said Brother. 

“['m going to eat the gulab 
jamuns first! Try them with pickle!” 
‘suggested Sister. 

“Yuck!” protested Brother. “Idon't 
want to adulterate my gulab 
jamuns. [like to eat them with my 
‘chapaati!” 

With no parents to supervise 
what they ate, Sister and Brother 












experimented with all kinds of 





combinations. Finally, they were 
done. When the coffee and tea were 
served, Brother nudged Sister and 
asked, “May I try some?” 

“Well, this is your one chance! Go 
‘ahead. You try some tea and I'll try 
coffee. We can share a bit from each 
other, 


he man with the mask looked 
at them. 

“Unsupervised, hanh? Doing 
what you want?” he asked in a gruff 
voice. Then he asked for some coffee. 
He had taken off the mask and put 
on his dark glasses. Brother Undir 
almost jumped. Sister froze. What 
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was he going to do? 

“Would you like to take a look at 
this?” he showed the gun to Sister 
Undir. 

Brother clutched her left hand 
tightly! Poor Sister, he thought. 
What would she say? 

“Isn't that a-a-a-gun?” She 
blabbed, not quite knowing what to 
say. 

“Sure, it 
smiling, 

Sister saw that he had two gold 
teeth! She didn’t want anything to 
do with the man, “Er, I'm not sure I 
want to see it!" she replied, quite 
seared by now. 

“Maybe your brother would like 
to see it?" suggested the man, 

“Don't you do anything to him! He 
doesn't like guns!” said Sister, 

‘The man frowned. Meanwhile, 
Brother had seen a pair of black 
gloves in the man's briefcase, 

“Gloves!” he thought. “Only 
criminals need gloves to hide their 
fingerprints! 





Here!” he said, 








© pointed them out to Sister 

who understood at once, After 
all they were experts at Enid 
Blyton’s mysteries! And Sister was 
pretty thorough with Nancy Drew's 
Case Files as well. What would the 
Five Find-outers or the Famous Five 
do in such a situation? Fatty would 
probably have snatched the gun 
away! So would George! Nancy Drew 
‘would probably have done the same 





and pointed the gun back at the 
man! That was all very well in story 
books! But here and now? What 
‘was Sister supposed to do? 

“How did you bring a gun into the 
aircraft? Didn't you pass through 
security?" asked Sister finally, not 
knowing what else to say. 

The man laughed. Brother 
covered his eyes and let out a small 
shriek, 

“Of course, it was shown to the 
security policoman! It’s just a toy! 
It’s for spraying colours during holif 
T thought my young nephew might 
like it! Do you think it’s good?” he 
asked. 

“A holi gun? Are you sure?" asked 
Brother, opening his eyes, 

“It looks so real! T imagined all 
kinds of things!” said Sister, 
Taughing at last, 

She took the gun in her hands 
and examined it, She tried the 
trigger. It was very easy to use. The 
man showed her how to open it and 
fill it with coloured water, ‘Then 
Brother wanted to try it too. Soon 
they were talking happily to the 
man, all their fears forgotten! 

“We'll be landing very soon! It's 
getting dark outside and we should 
be able to see the city lights as we 
come down!" said the man, 








the landing announcement for 
Mooshakpur was made. All 
passengers were asked to fasten 
their seat belts and keep their seats 
an upright 

ition for landing. 
‘The pilot also spoke to 
the passengers on the 
mike from his cockpit, 
wishing they had had a 
fcomfortable flight. Their air 
hostess came to take charge. 
She asked Sister and Brother 
not to get down with the other 












passengers, as she would be 
taking them down and 
handing them to Aqji or 


the lights below!” 
shouted Brother 
excitedly looking out 
of the window. 

Sister looked. 

“It’s like a fairy land! T wish we 
could go on watching!” 

‘There was a huge expanse of 
twinkling lights below. ‘The plane 
was descending rapidly. The lights 
were constantly changing. They 
were getting closer and closer to the 
ground, 

“The straight double rows of 
lights are probably roads! Who 
would have thought Mooshakpur 
‘was so pretty at nights!” said Sister 





“FRinaly thoy landed at Mooshakpar 
airport, Everyone seemed to be 
in a hurry to get off, There was 
much shuffling and pulling-out of 
hand-carried luggage. Sister and 
Brother said goodbye to their 
masked friend, and waited patiently 
in their seats, After everyone else 
had got off the plane, they were 
ready to walk down, Butas a special 
treat, their air hostess took them 
into the cockpit and introduced them 
to the pilot, Weren't they thrilled! 

“Hullo! So you are. the 
‘unaccompanied minors on my flight!" 
said the pilot, “Hope you had fun! 

“We sure did!” said Sister and 
Brother simultaneously. 

“What a lot of clocks you have in 
tho cockpit!" remarked Brother 
Undir. “It should have been called 
the ‘clockpit’ instead!” 

“They're not elocks, you dummy! 
‘They are various kinds of dials!" said 
Sister. 

“Your sister is right!” agreed the 








pilot, “They are used to monitor a lot 
of things like the speed, temperature, 
air pressure, And this is the joy stick 
[steer the plane with it, It’ like the 
steering wheel ofa car!" he explained. 

“That's funny! A stick instead of 
a wheel! Now I've seen everything!” 


‘said Brother, 
checked in. All the 
bbagyage had already 

been unloaded from the aircraft, 80 

they did not have long to wait, Aaji 

and Aajoba were already waiting at 
the arrival lounge. Sister and 

Brother ran to meet them, The air 

hostess helped them with their 

suitease. It was time for saying 
goodbye to her. 

“What an exciting Might it was, 
Aajobal" said Sister. 

“We even met a sky jacker who 
wasn't!” said Brother. 

“What on earth do you mean?” 
asked Aaji. 

“All explanations can wait until 
we get home!” said Aajoba. 

What fun it had all been! They 
even had another similar journey to 
look forward to - flying back at the 
end of the holidays! 

ANURADHA KHATI 
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t was time to get 
off the plane at 
inst! They got down 

with the air 

hostess, She helped 
them pick up the 
suitcase they had 
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SciENcE WISE! 


Can you guess what the fol- 
lowing scientific instruments 
ending with ‘meter’ are? 

1, An instrument used for 
measuring altitudes, 

2. An instrument used to 
measure electric current in 
peres 

‘A device used to measure 
time in ships. 

4, An instrument used to 
measure the depth of the ocean. 

5. An instrument used to 
measure viscosity of fluids. 

6. An instrument used to 
meastire sugar concentration in a 
solution. 

7. An instrument 
measure blood pressure 














sed to 





8. An instrument used to detect 
direction of electric current 





J. Karthika Prabhu, aged 14, 
Sri Shankara Vidyalaya, 
Madras. 
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|——— STAR SIGNS! —— 


Find the twetve Zodiac signs 
hidden in this grid. 





GCAMBVDNA 
EAC ANCERQ 
MPLJGPFOU 
IRS ECSIPA 
NIS SMPRSR 
ICUMXOTUI 
AOI KENVWU 
BRRLNAEIS 
CNARBILAG 
SXTJKLERO 
Ss YT PC J KIX 
UAL CLL PBT 
RBGMPRLSZ 
uCcCG OO VKMK 
ADACMGECU 
TES EJ ALAL 
KKS LV IRGO 
S. Aarthi Anand, Std VIII, 


Mt. Abu 


Name Game! 

Add two or three ‘a's to the 
jumbled letters and rearrange 
them to form names of coun- 
tries. S 

Eg : irsutl — Australia 

Now do it on your own. 

ntzin 

msliy 

cijm 

ilbn 

ribsiud 

udng 

mzib 

jpn 

H. Madhuprasad, aged 12, 

Guntakal - 515 801. 


Solution on Page 80 


ay 
cat) 
as 


p) 










uess these words that 
begin with ‘ASS’ 


1, The ass that helps — 
2. The ass that thinks on its own 


3. The ass that talks with 
certainty — 

4, The asses that gather at one 
place — 

5, A group of asses! — 

6. The ass that kills — 


WIZ OF 
"ASSES 


PUZZLE 
PAGE 








‘he ass that confirms — 


7. 
8. The ass that mixes with 
others — 

9. The ass that absorbs — 

10. The rich ass — 

11. The ass that attacks — 

12, The ass that agrees — 


K. Kavita, aged 12, 
Holy Child Auxilium 
School, New Delhi. 
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MYTHOLOGY RETOLD BY READERS 


age Narada was tak- 
ing a walk in a forest, 
when he came across 


a skull. Idly, he picked it up and 
began to read about the dead 
man’s life from the forehead. 
(It is said that Brahma writes 
levery man’s life story on his 
forehead.) 

“lt says here," said Norada 
Jaloud, “That this skull will reach 
Brahmalok. But it lies aban- 
|doned in this forest. Sometimes, 
my father* writes the stupidest 






things!” 
He looked at the 
skull. 
“1 must ask my fa- 
ther about this,” he 
thought, and started 





towards Brahmalok. 
Then a thought struck him 
“Father might deny writing 
this. I'll take the skull with me 
as proof.” 


eaching Brahmalok, he 
R bowed to his father and 
told him the story of the skull. 
When he finished, Brahma 
asked with a smile, “Where is 
it now?" 


Right here...” Narada’s 


voice trailed away as he real- 





ized his fool- 

ishness. 
Bindu 
Eskvakulla, 
Secunderabad 
- 500 015. 
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wizard step- 
\D ped into His 
Majesty's chamber, 
clad in velvet robes. 
He held a wand in his 
hand. The king's 
attendant announced, 
Hear, hear! The great 
wizard Hocus Pocus 
has come from Pangoland to our 
Kingdom Strawberryland, to cure our 
beloved king, His Majesty, King George 
the Vllth:” 

Hocus Pocus stepped into the room 
lwith an air of pride. He had come all the 
way from far-off Pangoland to cure King 
George of an unknown disease. Hocus 


Pocus thought 
himself to be the 
greatest wizard of his 
time. No doubt he 
was the best, But he 
was proud. He was 
proud of his 
knowledge of purple 










































He expected a good reward from next 
the king after he had cured him. to the 


The king's disease was such that he earrings, 
had to lie in bed all the time. He could and gave it 
hardly get up from the bed. Thousands of to Hocus Pocus. 
wizards, doctors and magicians had been The wizard was 
called, but none had been able to cure disappointed. But 
him. They had all declared that they had__he consoled himself, 
never seen such a disease before. “This packet probab- 


“Trust me, Your Majesty," said Hocus 
Pocus," can cure you of this.” 

“What confidence!” thought 
the king,"If anybody can cure 
me, it is Hocus Pocus! If he 
cures me I'll give him some 
unique gift." 

A week passed. Hocus 
Pocus's servant faithfully 
administered a magic potion to 
the king everyday, till the end of - 
the seventh day. At the dawn of = 
the eighth day, Hocus Pocus 
went to see the king. The king 
could get up and walk! For the 
first time in his life, he sat on the throne! On his way back 

“Come with me, Hocus Pocus,” said 
the king, The wizard followed him to the 
treasury. Four rooms lay piled with gold, 
gems and precious stones. The king went 
to a cupboard and opened it. Lying on a 
shelf, were the most fabulous pair of 
earrings that the wizard had ever seen. 

“What shall | do with them?" the 
wizard thought, overjoyed,"How nice of | Susmita 
the king to give them to me, R. Gurjar, 


The king picked up a package lying Kerala. 


ly contains gold 


to Pangoland ina 
fourchorse carriage, 
Hocus Pocus caie- 
fully unwrapped the 
package. Inside, lay 
six ripe 
strawberries 















AMESH'S GRANDFATHER WAS 
‘SEVENTY YEARS OLD. HE WAS HARD 











THE OLD LADY NEXT 
DOOR ISBED-RIODEN, 
I VISITED HER TODAY. 





DONT WORRY! ALL YOU HAVE TO 
‘ASK FIRST IS, "HOW ARE YOU?” 





Who, me? I ean 
hardly hear, and. a 
sick ol lady wal 
speak vary fant 











‘SHELL PROBABLY SAY, “BETTER.” SO 
AFTER SHE REPLIES, SAY, "GOOD, ITS. 
‘GOD'S GRACE” 


[{THEN ASK, "WHAT FOOD D0 YoU TAKE?'II[ ack HER WHO HER’ 
)) AFTER SHE REPLIES, say, -aooo Irs |] Socton IS. AND 
VERY NOUF TELL HER THAT HES 








GRANDPA'S VISIT. So 















































My Sister 






| s there some 
Mistake in her? 
I mean my 

Silly sister! 


A\I! oy long 

She plays with her doll 
And never stops 
Hitting me ot all! 





Sometimes she is good, 
Sometimes she's bad, 
feel sometimes that Wea t ge to school 
She's gone mod! She bids me good-bye. 

Phew! Now I am with my friends, 
Wen | do my homework, Heong ight. 
She takes away my pen. Cojo P. Asar, aged 12, 
After taking it she'll Bombay Cambridge School, 
Not give it back again. Bombay. 
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Ph ident 
Cool breeze hit my face. 
My heart sang sweetly, 
Don't go back. 


A\s went up the hill, 
The flowers sang 

Try again ond again, 
Success will come. 


As iwent up the hill, 
The rocks said stonily, 
Don't look back 
Thot will make you fll 
Nitish K. Murthy, aged 11, 
Kendriya Vidyalayo, No. 1, 
Foridobod. 
































‘THE THIRD PERFORMER... 
























Book : Priscilla Rebels 
Author : Maya 

Chandrasekaran 
Publishers : Rupa & Co 
Price : Rs. 60/- 


riscilla Schlesinger, an 
‘American School girl, 
moves to India prejudi- 


ced, and feeling superior to her 
Indian counterparts. She is sent 


[neciee | 
Bun Dahi Wada 


‘You need : 
4 salted buns 








1 eup thick, creamy eure 
3 groen chiles, 
‘Apiach of gar 
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to a boarding school, ‘Grayfield 
Manor’, which is very similar 
to Enid Blyton’s Malory Towers 
and St. Clare’s complete with 
a matron! 

‘The author has modelled 
her book entirely on Enid 
Blyton’s literary style. 

People who are familiar 
with Enid Blyton’s school 
stories will find the book 

an easy read. Maya has 

‘made no effort to modify 

the style to suit an 

Indian background. 
‘The book is lively, 
with interesting 
characters, though 


Priscilla vanishes for several 
chapters to give room to the 
antics of a naughty girl named 
Nishta. 

‘A good effort by Maya on the 
whole, but a more original effort 
expected the next time! 

T pinch of alot 

tp. ely chopped cortander eves 
1/4 up, eors ponder 

Salta chil pod to ate 





How to make it : 
Dip cach bun in water, and gently squocr 
Arrange the buns neatly ona serving plate 


Postscript : A hilarious goof 
up by the publishers! The 
introductary note says that 
Maya is fifteen years old, and 
that she has been travelling 
extensively since 1973! 

Millie, aged 14, 


Siemens 





Take the Fowl 
sugar al green 





tot Min well an 
pour uniformly on the buns 
‘Decorate by sprinkling jeera and cil 


powders a coriander leave. 


Rashmi Prasad, 
Kanakapura - 562 117. 


themselves, sown the bottom of the 
basketball net together! Yet another 
time, they had covered every single 
tenecoit ring with grease! With asigh 
Shilpa and Archana stood up and 
walked slowly to the door, ancl then 
downstairs, as quietly as possible. 
Unfortunately, thelr footseps echoed 
in the silent corridor and by the time 
they had reached the dormitory, 
there was complete silence inside, 
Nevertheless, Archana cautiously 
pushed the door open, and went 
Inside. Shilpa pulled aside a curtain, 
only to find Rose ‘fast asleep’, a small 
smile playing on her ips! 





































STORIES 
mone puzzled fora moment. Thenit struck me— 
computer class was at 7.00 pm! 
“Coming, Coming!” I 
shouted. I grabbed my 
book and pen, and ran. 
We reached the 
‘computer lass at 6.57 (to 
be precise). The teacher 
hhad not arrived as yet, 1 
sat down between Yatika 
‘and Swapna. 
“Have you read 
Malory Towers?” I 
asked Yuti, With- 
out waiting for her 
reply, I continued, 
“Have you read that 
part in which Alicia 
plays deat?” 
“Gott! shrieked 
Swapna suddenly. 
I stared at her. 
























TRICK 


t was a fine Friday evening. I was “How about trying the same trick 

humming to myself, when my song on Miss Sangeetha tomorrow?" she 
‘was interrupted by a call asked, excited 

“Deepa, Deepal” 

Irantothe window and peeped out. FVhe matter took some time to 
It was Anusha. “Aren't you coming” — IL be digested. At that moment, the 


She asked, “It's already 6.45." I was teacher strode in, and our discussion 
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ended. As he explained the history of 
computers, the class groaned and 
moaned behind his back. Class ended 
and the group trooped out, 

Tay thinking that night, Could 
‘Swapna's idea really work? 


jhe next morning, on the way 
to school, explained my plan to 
‘Swapna, Anusha, Aruti and Yuti 

Miss Sangeetha entered the class 
and we chorused, “Good morning, 
miss."Miss Sangeetha began explaining 
Grammer. I winked at Swapna, 
Meanwhile, Anusha winked at Aruti 
‘and Yutika, They grinned at me. Itwas 
time for the trick! 

‘Miss Sangeetha caught me looking 
fat Swapna and knew that I hadn't 
been paying attention. She thundered, 
“Deepa can you tell me what I am 
teaching in Grammer?” 

“Hammer! Why do I need a hammer, 
miss?" I nsked, looking puzzled. 

‘The class roared with laughter. 
Miss Sangeetha gave me a stern look. 
almost giggled, when Swapna saved 
me. 

“Miss, yesterday Deepa and Iwent 
swimming. Water entered her ears. 
‘She can't hear properly.” 

Didn't she have anything else to 
say? Why, it was the same dialogue as 
inthe Malory Towers book. God! I don't 
‘even know how to swim! 





Mi cst sown abt 

“Sit down,*she said, “Hope you are 
okay by tomorrow.” I grinned at Yuti 
and she grinned back. 

“Now, how many of you have books 
here?" asked Miss. 

“None of us are crooks here, Miss,” 






I replied. There were shrieks of 
laughter. 

“Don't disturb the class,” Miss 
scolded. Isat down quietly. 

Later, Miss said, “Deepa, go to my 
locker and...” I put on a puzzled look, 

“Oh! I forgot you can't hear 
properly,” she exclaimed. 

“Beer! I don't drink beer,” I said. 
‘The class giggled. The bell rang, and 
class was over. 

‘Miss Sangeetha walked out, Iwas 
cheered and applauded with shrieks 
and shouts. Swapna came up to me 
with tears of laughter in her eyes. 
“It was wonderful, You were 


“Superb!” said Anusha. 

“Iwould never be able to do all that, 
said Aruti. 
“Tt was wurmerful,” quipped Yuti, 


hhree guesses what happened 
next? Our class was full of fun and 
excitement. Some of my friends 
begged me to play some more tricks. 
But I declared a big ‘NO’. One trick 
was enough for a year! 
Deepa D., aged 13, Bombay - 94, 


COMA Sierte§ 51 





Fake A KADAI AND HEAT 


Gh 
Se) 


”. 
(LET Me HELP YOu) 
(The te THE HARDEST 
PART, SHAPING THE. 
Hor FLOUR mncrure. / | 
tite tnseos! | 











STORY 

hama had baked her first 

cake. And she was very 

proud of it, After the cake 
had cooled, she stuck a candle into 
it and admired it. Then she left it 
onthe kitchen counter as a surprise 
for her mother, who was out at 
work, 

‘The back door was open, The 
‘cow had wan- 
dered in 
through the 
gate when the 
postman had 
come, and had 
stayed — to 
make a meal 
of the lawn 
and the 


bordering plants. 
by the delicious smell of cake, she 
ambled to the back door and poked 


Now, attracted 


her head in. Her wet, 
seeking nose found 


‘the 
eake, and she 
swallowed it, 
candle and all! 
When Shama's 


SHAMA’S 
SURPRISE 


mother returned home, she did 
have a surprise, 
“Shama!” she shriehed, “What's 
all this?” 
Shama came running to see a 
ruined garden and a contented 
cow, thought- 
fully chew- 
ing cud in 
the cool 
kitchen, 
By the doorway, 
was a clod of dung. 
And Shama got a 
surprise too. Out 
of the cow's 
mouth hung 
the re- mains 
ofa candle! 
“My cake!” was all 
she could gasp out. 





[the goddes 
wealth, once 
had a fight. 
“Lam more 
| graceful than 
you are,” said 
Jestadevi. 
“No,” 
replied 
Lakshmidevi, 
“Lam the 
graceful one.” 
They went to 
\ Komati Vysya, 
famous for his 
tact, to judge 
’| the issue. 
Vysya was in 
a dilemma. If 
he said that 
Jestadevi was 
the graceful 
e, 


oni 
Lakshmidevi 
might get 
angry and 
desert him. 
On the 
estadevi, 
the goddess 
of poverty and 
Lakshmidevi, é 
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sommes MYTHOLOGY RETOLD 























other ‘ong, long ago, only 
hand, if he — Shiva and Parvati knew 
pronounced jy how to dance. So one day, 
Lakshnaidevi Shiva told Parvati, “We have 
to be more * to do something to teach 
graceful. _— others our dance.” 
oS “Til teach my maids, and 
Jestadevi you teach Bharat muni” said 
might yp Parvati 
curse him = So Parvati taught her 
with : 
poverty! F = 
What was 3 
he to do? E 
Finally | 
he said, “O — _3 
goddess et 
Lakshmi! ‘ 
You are Pal 
graceful n 
when you : : 
walk in. O eee 
Jestadevi! zi S 
You are t Harctar airte ban a the 
Fj <1] nymphs how to dance. 
arcaent Po 1 Meanwhile, Bharat muni had 
walk Gut? bee ip finished his training. 
* — “Go down to the Earth,” 
Both —= f said Shiva, “And teach this art 
goddesses tothe men and women there.” 
returned, 8 And that’s what the muni 
pleased. 2 did. The mortals named the 
‘ denon hexainainya, for i 
“=<=======" was Bharat muni who taught 
KOLAR Ps it to them. 
KRISHNA eA. Stiana, aged 11, 
TYER. > St. John’s School, Madras. 
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aenot too dat, 
wot too thw STORIES FROM OUR READERS 
* take me to the pet shop. 
vas My heart sank when we entered the pet shop. 
m It was a dingy little palace that smelt of the 
worst things possible, Could there be any de- 
cent pets here? 
ant a parrot,”I told the man there, 
“Not too fat, not too thin, not too old, not 
too young, The parrot should be cute!” 
‘The man gave me an amused look, and 
proceeded to pull out a cage. Then I saw it 
— the parrot was a small thing with the ugli- 
est feet ever! My heart sank once again, 





Z 












Bat something about the way it rested 
head on it’s tiny body stirred something inside 


begged. 

My mother frowned 
down at me, “Not today, 
T told you!” 

Are you wondering 
what I wanted so badly? me, Suddenly, it opened it's cute red beak and 
‘Well, after longing for agave a small chirp. That did it! I fell head over 
petforseveral years, my heels in love with it! 
parents finally decided My parents were looking quite apprehensive. 
to let me have one —a “Is it not too young?” my father ventured. 
parrot. Finally one day, “Too thin,” my mother commented, 








my parents decided to “It’s perfect!"I said emphatically, refusing to 
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ANSWERS 
A.RRhino “1 Woodpecker 


2 Blepiiant Sparrow 
‘Rabbit 3 0W! 











be discouraged. 

Anyway, we ended up buying it, and I car- 
ried it home, holding it like it were the Nobel 
Prize, I named it Polly 

Trushed to my granny’s house to show-off 
my prize possession. 

Everyone gathered around the cage and 
ooh-ed and aaah-ed, exclaiming that it was 
the cutest little thing possible. I basked in 
the reflected glory. However, the parrot was 
‘most indifferent to us, and refused to chirp 
or eat. 

“What if it starves itself to death?" I won- 
dered. 

But the next day, I was most relieved, when 
it daintily accepted tiny bits of bread. 

Not a week had gone by, when it began to 
look older and became more active. It bit at the 
wires of the cage, desperately trying to get out. 
It flapped it’s wings in an effort to gain what 
every living thing loves — freedom. Every mem- 
ber of my family loved it, but not as much as I 
did — Polly had almost become a part of me — 
an inseparable part. 





Te was.a month since Polly had come home. 
Back from school, I ran to say ‘Hello’ to Polly. 
"That was when T noticed the pleading look in 
it’s eyes. 

I took the cage to my grandparents and told 
them to say ‘bye’ to Polly. Then I took it out 


My mom 
Is very nico 

She likes everybody, 

But not when they tell lies 

She wipes my tears, 

And the worries she bears. 

Every night, she tells me a story 

And she hopes to lead me, to a life of glory. 


Pavitra Eashwar, aged 11, 
Abacus Montessori School, Madras. 



















‘onto the open terrace, 
opened the cage door, 
and whispered, “Bye 
Polly, you are now a free 
bird. Go, go. Join your 
group.” 

Polly hesitated for a 
second, gave one final 
chirp as ifto say Bye’ to 
me, and flew away to 
freedom. 


Meghana Gopal, 
aged 13, 

Poorna Prajna 
Education Centre, 
Bangalore. 


FACTS. 
White Elephant 

Das hie elepht really ex 
They do bt ty are not ely 
Soh, cy ate are ete, Sen 
ths uy that white elephants ar 
thy sti, tht i ata who 
‘ot hie pgmenaion. I ancient 
Tela, wte epants were posal 
tobe pei The cept on which 
Indes the King of god ode, wat 
ite 
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THEY DOING 


Frissinnngs 
‘Fist, WHEN i are 


& THEY PUT THE, 
THEY PoP UP? WORM ONA Hook, [iN 
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COLOUR THIS FISHY SCENE 












Kill the wicked Ravana. After killing 
Ravana, Rama returned to Ayodhya and 
was crowned king. He was so immersed in ruling 
the kingdom that he forgot who he really was, Instead 
of returning to Vaikunta, the abode of Lord Vishnu, Rama 
remained in Ayodhya, 


e ~ e 
[3] 

Meanwhile in Vaikunta, Maha 

Lakshmi was feeling very 

lonely, She had finished her 

part in the Rama Avatar as 

Sita, and had returned 

home. So, she called 


Yama, the god of Death, 
and asked him to go re- 





| ‘ord Vishnu came to the Earth as Rama to 


Vaikunta. So Yama went 
to Ayodhya as a Brahmin 
and sought audience with 
Rama. 
Before meeting Rama, he 
instructed Lakshmana, "If 
anybody comes into the room 
while lam speaking to Rama, his 
head will be blown intoa thousand 
pieces.” 

‘Lakshmana assured him that no one would disturb them and prom- 

ised to stay on guard himself 









‘eanwhile in heaven, Narada went to sage Durvasa and told 
him, “‘The end of the Rama Avtar is very near. If you want 
‘to see Lord Rama, you have to go now.” 

Sage Durvasa immediately set out for Ayodhya. 

In Ayodhya, Lakshmana was patiently standing guard 


— oN 














which Rama and Yama <“——$"S ER 
were talking. When BY READERS 
Durvasa demanded an au- an ~ 
dience with Rama, Lakshmana politely refused. Durvasa told 
Lakshmana angrily, “If you don’t go into the room and call Rama, | 
will put a curse on the entire /kshvaku olan.” Lakshmana thought 
this over. Finally he decided to go into the room and call Rama. Just 
as he entered, Rama and Yama finished their conversation, and 
Lakshmana’s head was saved, 
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[se Rama called his brothers 
and told them, “My mission 
on Earth is over. The wicked 
Ravana is dead. Now | have 

to go back to Vaikunta." 

He asked Lakshmana to get 
things ready for them to 
leave. “OLord!"said Bharata 

and Shatrugna, “When you 
went to the forest, you left us 
behind. Now we don’t want to 
be separated from you. We want 
to come with you." 

Rama agreed, and the four of them 
set off for the river Sarayu. They reached 
Sarayu and were about to walk into the 
river, when Hanuman appeared. 

“Without you, I cannot live on this Earth,” he said, "I too want to 
come with you, O Lord! 

‘You can come with me,” said Rama, “The moment my name is 
not uttered in this world, ' 

Just as Hanuman was about to step into the water, a group of 
devotees chanting Rama's name passed by. Everytime Hanuman tried 
to enter the Sarayu, this happened. Thus, Hanuman till today, has 
not succeeded in entering the river. It is said that he has become 
chiranjeevi, or immortal. 


Ashwin N. Ananthakrishnan, aged 15, Madras - 
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Lecce you ye pa it 
you beter Your rac al you need to do put 
In some hard work 

T. Read your everyday lessons, one at 2 
ony. Even if i hard to understand, 
easier the second time you read Vt. 





2, Friends may ease you for ‘mupging-up* 
a lesson, But that shouldn't worry you. Study 
Your questions and answers byheart 

3 Stare with the hardest subject — that 
Is.the one you had scored leat inthe previous 
‘exam, Kegp the easiest subject forthe ast. 

4, Make a ime-able, allotting hours for 
‘each subject Suck to this Ume-table seit}. 

5, Do not say up late Finish studies by 9 
pm. Relax by chatting to your parents about your 
Ay In school 

(6, Wake up early the next morning (37 § 
am), and revise your subject thoroughly. Prac 
tise diagrams, any, once agin, 


PARR B 
aGO08 TA 





7. beth 
Don't hirry up and fishin one anda half hours, 
if you have two and 2 hall hours time. Try t0 
find so that you can check the paper fr the 
Tas teen oF twenty minutes 

emis out writing any answer in the 


RAB 


\MErd \AO 
49m Mats allow yourself a atte for 
cach secon inthe paper 

10. Write meaty ad in a god handwrng 
tha is readable tls impor to pres 
jaminer with a wellprereted paper 

Ve Man, std, 
Cchinmaya Vidyalaya, Ralapalayaen 

















: Poetry 
} 7 COME, SEPTEMBER! 


ef | eepbaee notice poor September, 












‘DEcenge ‘She comes and goes, without a 
<p whimper 
| ike August, I love October, 
But nothing ever happens in September. 


The sun shines as usual, | go to School, 

\ eat, | sleep, | play the fool! 

Which Roman named poor September? 

Was it September Caesar, or ust some 
Ember? 


Who took thirty days and made this month? 
We could've had sixty days in October 
instead! 


SANDY 


Hossies 





A REFERENCE BOOK 
































Eleptadt tales 
i, friends!Iam privilege of carrying the idol of Sri 
writing from Krishna in Guruvayoor during Seeveli* 

uruvayoor.* in the evening. 

My name is Kannan. 

My mother says Iam J know all of you enjoy your holidays. 

one of the most -LYou may be surprised to learn that we, 

beautiful elephant cal- the elephants of Guruvayoor, have an 
ves she has seen. I will annual vacation too. But our holiday is 
soon grow big and during the rainy season. We all enjoy our 
strong enough to parti- trip to a place called Punathoor Kotta. It 
cipate in the elephant is 3 kms. away from Guruvayoor. There 


race held during the is a huge palace, 300 
Pooram festival in Fant) rears old, which once 
‘Trichur. Only the wit fob belonged to a king. 


ner of this race wilt © Hel fgentty/ The — Guruvayoor 
have fom I Devaswam bought it, 
“tn keraa *Seevel- A procession 

ie fe re 


precints in the 
‘evening. 



























‘and converted it into a guest house for 
us, elephants! 

‘We have forty-one days of holidays. If 
you hear about the food and medicines we 
consume during this time, you will be 
surprised, We eat about 6,482 kgs. of 
rice, 80 kgs, of ghee, 4,709 kgs. of green 
grass, 160 kgs. of salt, ete. We are 
given Chyavanprash Lehyam (1,373.5 
kgs.) and Ashta Choornam * (160 kgs.), 
as tonics, Apart from this, we have to 
take Vitamin B and Liv-52. 


0 you know how they give us the 
‘medicines? They make huge balls 
of rice and mix the medicine in them. 

We swallow these rice balls 
without protest! Our mouths are so 
wide that we can take 2 kgs. of rice at 
atime! 

We all like bathing in the river close 
by. We are given a good massage before 
our bath which is at 10 o’clock every 
morning. Sometimes, I tickle the mahout 
and get scolded for it! Only about ten of 
us are allowed to go into the stream at a Alla Chocinem- Apewcer 
time, ‘Two mahouts take care of each preporatins 
elephant, (Why can’t they allow ustotake There is a big 
abath by ourselves?) They rub our bodies. retinue to look after us 
with small pebbles. I enjoy it. This — 110 mahouts and 
increases our blood circulation. They call waiters! Two vets are 
it Suga Sigichai or luxury treatment! __ there to treat us when 


A i) 
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YS They give us to other temples on 
rent, during festivals. (We fetch 
a rent of Rs. 1500 to Rs. 2000 per 
day.) You might have heard about 
poor Kesavan who passed 
away some years hefore. 
He was so handsome 
that he was very much 
; in demand at 
all the 
festivals. 
At pre- 
sent, Padma- 
nabhan is 
the much 
sought after 
elephant. His 
long trunk, big ears and stature, make 
we are sick. Old him a very handsome elephant. When 
granny Lakshmi, isthe two temples ask for the same elephant, 
oldest in our group, and the highest bidder is the winner. 
Kesavan Junior, the 
youngest. ‘e always wait eagerly for the South- 
‘West monsoon and the rains, so that 
ou may be we can move to the Punathur Kotta 
wondering what palace 
we do on normal days "J will write to you about my holidays, 
that are not holidays. sometime later. 
We participate in all ~ Good bye, till then! 
the festivals of the 


North Kerala Temples. KRISHNAVENI RANGANATHAN 


Ap AT 





Policeman : Sir! Your dog has been 
chasing a man ona bicycle. 

‘Owner of the dog : What absolute 
nonsense! My dog can’t ride a bike! 






~ Pradeep, aged 13, 
Bombay - 400 057. 
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laji had just finished 
eading, A Journey to 
Mive Centre of the Earth 


by Jules Verne. 

“It’s a wonderful book, Kutti 
It's about some people who 
travel to the centre of the earth 
by going down the vent of a 
volcano, He's the best science 
fiction author I've ever read.” 

“Do you know that he was 
quite unwell for much of his life? 
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‘They say he didn't travel much 
at all —just sat in his room and 
wrote.” 

“He travelled a lot in his 
imagination, Kutti! I wish mine 
were half as rich!” 

“It doesn’t have to be Balaji. 
You can actually see places with 
me! Shall we visit a voleano 
today? You won't be able to climb 
down itto the centre of the earth 
of course, but active volcanoes 


mes PADMA, 








PADMA 


When Padma was young, she wanted 
to become an astronaut, an author and a 
deep-sea-diver! Her interest in writing and 
the underwater worid has remained. She 
studied at the KFI, The School, in Madras. 
‘Affer finishing her B.Sc. in Environmental 
Science in Bangalore, she did her Master's 


degree in Marine Environmental Science in the U.S.A. Last 
summer, she spent the last of her earnings back-packing in 
Europe, where she visited the places Balaji saw on his bicycle! 
Then she returned to India and worked in the Andamans. 

At present, Padma is doing her Ph.D. Her articles ond poems 
have appeared in Inaian, British and American journals, A short 
collection of poems written in chikihood has also been published. 
As for the future, Padma plans to continue writing for children 
‘and adults, while working as a marine environmental scientist. 





are qi 


“Tinisis Mt. Kilavea. We're 
in Hawaii.” 

“Careful Kutti, let’s not go too 
close.” 

They were approaching the 
mountain a little too quickly for 
Balaji liking. Blasts of orange- 
red were rising into the sky with 
ferocity. The strength of the ex- 
plosions was awesome. 

“Kutti, this is enough. Ican 
see quite nicely from here.” 

“Balaji, don’t be such a wimp. 
Have Iever let you come to harm 
before? Just be sure to hang on 
really tight.” 

Balaji didn't need Kutt to tell 
him that. He was hanging on 
for dear life with all the strength 


interesting.” 


he could muster. 

“This isn't a dangerous 
volcano Balaji. You see Kilavea 
keeps on erupting. This re- 
leases the pressure that keeps 
building up inside, so it is un- 
likely to have a completely cata- 
strophic explosion. It's actually 
when the pressure doesn't get re- 
leased by frequent activity that 
a titanic explosion takes place.” 


This volcano seemed cata- 
strophic enough. The centre of 
the plume was bright yellow. As 
they approached closer, Balaji 
couldn't hear anything Kuti said. 
The roar of the voleanic furnace 
was deafening. 

The air smelt awful. It was 
suffocating. Balaji began to cough. 
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Jomics mean alot more N just 
cartoons. Do you know what cartoons 
are, and how they realy originated? 

Some of you would have heard of 
thetalian Renaissance. itwasaperiod 
during which people began to openly 
| oppose the srict rules of the Catholic 
Church. And it was the period when 
painters first began to use the word 


“Newspapers and magazines like 
the ones you and 1 read today, began 
lish cartoons to clarify news and 
torial opinions for amusement. 
‘eame to be known as cartoons 


too. 





jefore the development of 
Jnewspapers, many famous 
caricaturists like Hogarth, Go 
Daumier and Rowlandson, made a 
series of caricatures on a single theme. 
You may ask me what a caricature is. 
Itis. an exaggerated drawing or sketch, 
And is more than just a cartoon 
The first comic strips began to 
appear in the early 1900s, Richard 
 Outeaul, the anst who created Buster 
Brown in 1902, is regarded as the 
father ofthe comic strip. 
Buster Brown became so popular, 
nat ehlcren wate to hes the 
that Buster wore inthe comic: 
“Another comic strip that became 
popular world-wide, is Bringing Up 
Father which appeared in 1912. Ithas 
been translated into twenty-seven 
lages and has been published in 
venrone counties 
newspapers began to include 
ons as daly features, and it has 
1d to become a part of our 
y lives, 








TS. Ganesh, std.1X, 
Jawahar Vidyalaya, Madras. 
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‘Thank goodness Kutti had deci 
ded to turn back. 

They flew over the molten 
river of lava that was streaming 
from the vent. A few hundred 
yards away from the centre, the 
iblood red liquid had begun to 
cool at the edges. It was black 
larval rock now. 

Further down, the lava had 
begun to take on the appearance 
of cooling milk, It was steamy 
and hot, but the top had cooled 
into a cream-like skin 

“The Hawaiians call this 
Pahoehoe lava,” said Kuti, 

‘The pahochoe lava changed 
into black rocky masses as it 
descended and cooled, 

This black boulder-like 
lava is called a’ a’ by the 
Hawaiians,” Kutti said. 

The aa’ tumbled along, 
making sudden rattling 
noises, 


Thare were s0 tf 4 


many voleanoes yf 
on Hawaii, In 
some places, 

there were 







Ms PADMA’ = 


black cones of ash and cinder near 
the vents, emitting white clouds 
of sulphur-dioxide and noxious 
gases into the air, Some of the 
lava rivers ran right into the seal 

“Poor sea creatures. ‘They 
must be boiled,” said Ba 

“There are under sea volea- 
noes. You know that don't you?” 












“Gosh! 
How come?” 
“Voleanoes 
rise up in weaker 
areas of the earth's 
crust whetheron land 
or water. Voleanic is- 
lands are sometimes 


part of a chain that runs right 
down beneath the ocean.” 

“Which was the biggest vol- 
canoe ever, Kutti?” 

“It’s hard to say, Balaji. One 
of the most massive eruptions 
occurred in 1883, on a small island 
called Krakatoa in Indonesia, 
They say the explosion was so 
loud that a British commander 
on the island of Rodrigues, five 
thousand kilometres away, heard 
it! He thought it was the sound 
of distant gunfire, ‘The explosion 
caused a huge wave that drown- 
ed more than three hundred 
people, who lived along the coast.” 

“Mt. St. Helen’s had an im- 
mense eruption too, didn’t it?” 

“Yes, They said the blast was 
two thousand five hundred times 
more powerful than the nuclear 
blast that razed Hiroshima to 
the ground, 

















Baiaji thought a tot after 
they got back home, What harsh 
conditions those first living things 
must have braved! What glori- 
ous battles the first bacteria must. 
have fought. He thought of how 
the world must have looked three 
thousand million years ago, when 
life first appeared, Volcanoes langer 
and more numerous than today 
bubbling on the earth and under 
the sea, like great magic caul- 
drons, creating chemically rich 
waters in which the first 
molecules of life could evolve, 
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‘CHITRA AND HYDER WALKED ALONG, 
LOOKING dis 


ING FORLAN EMPTY, a 
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Pe HYDER WAS HAPPY_WITH HIS NEW HOME! 
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TECHNOLOGY ——_$_$_$________— 


‘hen Mahatma Gandhi 
told Indians to shun 
‘Western-made tools, 


he nevertheless found merit in 
the sewing machine. 

“It is one of the few useful 
things ever invented,” he said. 
The Wright brothers stitched 
the wings of the first airplane 
‘ona Singer sewing machine. Yet 
the sewing machine, which 
altered the way we dress, started 
out as an invention that no one 
except the inventors wanted! 













From the beginning there was 
opposition to the machine, 

Ifa machine could sew, what 
would happen to tailors and 
seamstresses? The point was 
brought home violently to Barthe- 
Jemy Thimonnier, a French tailor 
who had devised a machine 
which could do 200 stitches a 
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minute. The best a tailor could 
manage by hand, was about 30 
stitches, The result was, that 
‘Thimonnier was nearly martyred, 
when a mob of angry tailors 
burst into his shop and wrecked 
his machines! He built them up 
once again; again the mob struck, 
He died a poor and discouraged 
man. 

When the New York inventor 
Walter Hunt improved the stitch- 
ing machine by devising a shuttle 
and eye-pointed needle that 
produced a practical inter- 
locking stitch, his young 
daughter pleaded with 
him not to patent the in- 
vention because it would 
be ‘injurious to the in- 
terests of hand-sewers’. 
Hunt complied. Though 
all subsequent machines 


used his concept, Hunt never 
earned a penny from hiscreation. 

‘The chain of neglected geniuses 
extended to theAmerican, Elias 
Howe, who spent hours studying 
his wife's arm movements as she 
sewed, in order to imitate them 
mechanically, When Howe finish- 
ed the machine, no one wanted 





to buy it because they found it -————_— 


very expensive and somewhat 
clumsy. Howe went to England 
to try and sell his invention there. 
Unfortunately, his plans failed 
and he returned home toAmerica. 


y the time Howe returned, 
imes had changed, and 
several makes of sewing machines 
were on the market. In 1850, 
Isaac Merritt Singer put out a 
machine that was for the first 
time, truly practical. Howe examin- 
ed Singer's machine carefully, 
and sued him for $25,000! 
Howe sued every other sewing 
machine manufacturer as well, 
because they were all using the 
basic ideas which he had patent- 
ed, Soon manufacturers were suing, 
each other in what became known 
as the ‘great sewing machine war’ 
of the 1850's. Later, the manu- 
facturers agreed to share their 












ideas and the general patent fee. 
Howe was poor no longer. 


inger introduced a home 
Suewing machine in 1856. 

But it cost $125 at a time when 
the average family income was 
$500 a year. Few husbands would 
invest so heavily simply to lighten 
‘a wife's traditional sewing duties. 
Singer's partner, Edward Clark, 
made the great in- 
vestment look small 
by initiating a ‘hire/ 
sales’ plan — the 
first instalment plan 
in history. By 1860, 
Singer became the 
largest producer of 
sewing machines 
in the world. (Pre- 
sently the largest 
producer is Japan.) 


iny speciali- 
zed machines 
Goma Setenter 6 79 





were invented for different in- 
dustries, The carpet sewing 
machine was invented in 1880, 
The buttoning and the button- 
holing machines came in 1880 





and 1890, respectit 

Although the basic design of 
the lockstitch machine has re- 
mained the same, the domestic 
sewing machine has progressed 
from heavy, black, cast-iron models, 
to light-weight pastel coloured 
models in die-cast-aluminium; 
from hand-wheel and foot-pedal 
to electric motor; and from models 
that only produced a straight 
stitch, to models that; ean produce 
avariety of functional and deco- 
rative stitches at the touch of a 
button, Ultimately, thecommercial 
sewing machine liberated women 
from the drudgery of needlework. 


‘Text and illustrations : 
DISNEY 
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was born here in 
India, but 


my grand- 
parents and§¥4 
parents came from 
Tibet as refugees. 
It happened in 1959. 
‘he Chinese forcefully 
captured our country.” 
They have a large popu- 
lation and don’t have 
fj sufficient resources for all 
their people. Tibet, being 
Bs land rich in natural 
resources, attracted 
them. ‘The Tibetans are 
peace-loving, religious- 
minded people. 
They could hardly 
resist the inva- 
@ sion. The Chinese 
came with a large 
army, destroyed 
our monasteries 
and killed many of our people 
‘That's why, many Tibetans left 
their country along with our leader, 
His Holines the Dalai Lama, and 
took refuge in India. 
















'y grandparents came to India 

th six children. My mom 

‘was eight years old at that time. 

She did her schooling in India, and 
later got married to my father. 

‘Today, Tibetans are scattered all 


READER SPEAKS 


over India, and several 









LIVING IN 
ANOTHER LAND :: 


western coun- 
tries. Abigsettle- 
ment of Tibetans is 


There are monas- 
teries, schools and hos: 
pitals. Our main occu 
pation is agriculture, 
Our school, the 
S.0.8. Tibetan 
Children’s Village, has 
‘Tibetan teachers and 74 

students. We do fee! f 
sad that we are not in 
our own country. But 
the govern- 


ment of 
India, as well E 
‘as ite people, 
have helped 
settle 
down well 

here. We are all used to the Indian 
way of living. 

All of us in the school study hard 
and work hard towards one goal - 
we hope to one day get our country 
back from the Chinese. 





Ten; Chemi, 

S.0.S. Tibetan Children’s 
Village, 

Bylakuppe. 








“tn 1949, the ‘Chinese overran Tibet. They tried to stamp out Buddhism and} 






‘hen Jigina Khan first 
came to Jayabalpore, 
no one in the kingdom 


expected his visit to have such 
consequences. 

Jigina Khan came from Persia, 
and he was an expert weaver 
of shawls. He had brought 
hundreds of shawls with him for 
sale, and they were sold out 
within a week. They were made 
of such soft material and had 
such exquisite designs, that 
everyone wanted to 
own at least one or YW" 
two of them. 7T 

dJawlinath, 
minister for textiles, 
heard about Jigina \ 
Khan, and sent for him, 
‘The weaver from Persia 
bowed low before the 
minister, and did an ela- 
borate ‘salaam' with his long- 
fingered hand. 

Jawlinath examined some of 
Jigina Khan's shawls, and was 
so impressed, that he made 
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arrangements for Khan to set up 
a weaving unit in Jayabalpore 
City. And shawls started flowing 
out in a steady stream 
from the Persian’s loom. 


lithe ministers took a great 

fancy to these shawls, and 
bought so many of them, that 
the common people were not 
able to get any. 

Ganabadi, the minister for 
heavy industry, bought over a 
hundred short shawls, and was 
always seen wearing a new one, 
His friends also bought the 
same type of shawl. Those who 
sported short shawls included 
Arivili, the minister for educa- 
tion, Solmannan, the minister 
for publicity, and Varisumai, the 
finance minister. 

Sigainasam, the home minister, 
wanted to be different. So he 

ordered for a wrap-around 
shawl, with 







draped his torso. His 
friends started wearing wrap- 
around shawls too. These includ- 
ed Tholaipesi, the minister for 
‘communication, Janwarappa, the 
minister for animal welfare, and 
Apothikari, the minister for 


health. Jawlinath did not wear 
any shawls because he wanted 
to be neutral. 


S. there were two groups 
formed —the short shawls 


and the wrap-around shawls. 
And the ministers went about 
striking poses in their shawls, 
thinking no end of themselves. 

One day, Sigainasam appro- 
ached King Jayabalan and said, 
“Your Majesty, the whole 
country is shawl-erazy. But you 
have not worn a single shawl 
yet. So I have brought you a 
wrap-around shawl made of the 





finest 
silk and gold zari.” 

‘The king was pleased, and 
allowed Sigainasam to drape 
him in the shawl. He sent a 
servant to bring a large mirror, 
in which he surveyed himself, 
chuckling silently. 

‘The next day Ganabadi 
called upon the king. 

“Your Majesty,” he 
said. “How could you 
allow that stupid 
Sigainasam to wrap 
you around in a wrap- 


\S 


around shawl?” 

“T thought a wrap-around 
shawl is to be wrapped around 
in,’ the king said. 

‘“Wrap-around shawls are for 
country louts like Sigainasam,” 
Ganabadi said. “See, I have 
brought you a short shawl. This 
is the ‘in’ thing.” 

And he took out a green and 
yellow short shawl, and put it 
round the king's neck. The shawl 
was just long enough to drape 
the king's shoulders. 

“There!” said Ganabadi. 
“That's the latest style.” 

The king chuckled silently 
again, as he admir- 

ed himself in the 
mirror. 










hen the news got around 

that the king was wear- 
ing a short shawl, Sigainasam 
got very angry. 

“These short shawlers should 
be whipped and banished,” he 
muttered to his friends. 

One day, Sigainasam was 
walking about the palace court- 
yard garbed in a beautifully 
designed wrap-around shawl 
Solmannan wearing a gorgeous 
short shawl happened to come 
there. They both looked at each 
other with great distaste. Sol- 
mannan gave a deceptive smile 
and said, “This wrap-around 
shawl suits you very well, Sigai- 
nasam.” 

Sigainasam was surprised 

“Really?” he asked. 

“Yes, you look much better 
when more of you is covered.” 

Sigainasam glared at Sol- 
mannan. 





“You have such a big mouth 
that you can eat a banana 
sideways!” he snapped. 

“Every time you open your 
mouth you put your foot in i 
said Solmannan. “And that’s 
much worse than a banana.” 

“When that fat leader of 
yours, Ganabadi, wears a short, 
‘shawl it looks like an elephant 
wearing a scarf.” 

“Maybe he is an elephant. 
But you have the hide of a 
rhinoceros.” 

“A rhinoceros?” Sigainasam 
asked angrily. 

"Yes. But the rhino has a 
nicer face.” 


B: this time a crowd had 
gathered, and started sup- 
porting one or the other. Sensing 


that there may be trouble, an 
official went off to report the 














matter to the king. Some friends 
of Sigainasam persuaded him to 
leave the place. 

“All right, [ll go now,” said 
Sigainasam. “But it is not the 
end of the matter.” 

“['m glad you are going off,” 
said Solmannan, “Because your 

yack view is better than your 
front.” 

“Let me get at him,” Sigai- 
nasam yelled as he rushed 
towards Solmannan. But his 
friends restrained him and led 
him away. 

After this incident, the 
shawls and the wrap-arounds 
were not on speaking terms. 
Both groups tried to enlist the 
king on their side 
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Ihe short shawls organized 

a procession through the 
main streets’ of Jayabalpore. 
And Solmannan had written a 
few slogans that the crowd 
chanted. “Don't flop around in 
wrap-around! Short is smart!” 

‘The wrap-arounds convened 
a meeting in which several 
speakers denounced the short 
shawls. Sigainasam made an 
impassioned speech. 

“Let's cut short this non- 
sense!” he thundered. “Let's cut 
down the short shawls to size!” 

Everyone was busy with the 
battle of the shawls. No regular 
work was done, and the country 
was going from bad to worse. 



























Both the groups tried to invite 
the king to their meetings. But 
Jawlinath advised the king to 
avoid getting involved. 


eanwhile Ayalaan, the 

minister for foreign affairs, 
who had been abroad on a good- 
will tour, and therefore didn’t 
know anything about the shaw! 
brawl, came back to Jayabal- 
pore. He was surprised at the 
state of affairs. He promptly 
went to the king and voiced his 
concern. 

“I am worried too,” said King 
Jayabalan. “But the shawls are 
quite pretty.” 

“The shawls seem to have 
gone to their heads instead of 
resting on their shoulders,” said 
Ayalaan. 

“What can we do about it?” 
the king asked. 

“Thave an idea, Your Majesty,” 
said Ayalaan. “I think we can 
solve the problem.” 
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“What's you idea?” the king 
asked. 

“Your Majesty, you start 
wearing a shawl that is different 
from either of these varieties, 
‘Then everyone will change to 
your type of shawl, and there 
will be no longer any division.” 

‘The king sent for Jawlinath, 
and told him about the plan 
Jawlinath summoned Jigina 
Khan and asked him for his 
opinion. 

“Tl make a long shaw! for the 
king,” said Jigina Khan. 

“Will that be nice to wear?” 
the king asked. 

“Yes, Your Majesty,” said Khan. 
“I once made a long shaw! for 
the Shah of Persia which he 
liked very much. It was nearly 
ten feet long.” 

“Hmm,” said the king. “In that 
case make me one that is twelve 
feet long.” 

“That will be too long, Your 
Majesty,” said Jigina Khan. 

“Nothing can be too long for 
His Majesty,” snapped Jawli- 
nath, “Ifthe king of Persia had 


a ten-feet shawl, His Majesty 
should certainly have some- 
thing longer.” 

Everyone was glaring at Jigina 
Khan who got terribly scared. 

“All right,” he said hurriedly. 
“TI make a fifteen feet shawl for 
Your Majesty if you wish.” 

“That's better,” said Jawli- 
nath. “Start the work immediate- 
ly? 





here was great excitement 

in the capital city about the 
shawl that was being woven. 
Jawlinath dropped in at Khan's 
place frequently to see the 
progress of the shawl. 

When the shawl was ready, a 
grand function was organized 
on the lawns of the palace, when 
the king was supposed to wear 
the shawl for the first time in 
public. 

Already there was a lot of talk 
about the exquisite beauty of 
the shawl, and so a festive 
crowd gathered in the lawns 
long before the function was to 
begin 

The excitement rose to fever 





pitch as the time came for the 
king’s appearance. Finally there 
was a blast from a dozen trum- 
pets, a roll ofdrums anda clash 
of cymbals. And then the king 
stepped out in style draped in 
his fifteen feet shawl. 

The crowd clapped and 
cheered lustily. The shawl was 
very beautiful indeed. The king 
wore it on his right shoulder, 
and a length of the shawl lay 
before him on the ground and 
another length behind him. 








the king waved to the crowd 

graciously. The front end of 
the shawl got in his way and he 
kicked it off. He took a few 
more steps kicking the front of 
the shawl with every step. But 
then the length of shawl be- 





hind, got entangled with his 
left foot and tripped him up. 
The king landed flat on his back 
with a thud that sounded like a 
thunderclap. 

‘The king was carried into 
the palace, and was confined 
to his bed for the next seven 
days. After that, the angry 
king made a proclamation 
banning all shawls. And every 
shawl in the kingdom vanish- 
ed as if by magic. Sigainasam 
and Solmannan became good 
friends. 

Jigina Khan quietly made 
his way out of the country, 
looking for some place where 
shawl-making would not be so 
dangerous. 
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Dear Editor, 
| stood first in 
class in the last 
academic year, 
with an average of 
88.5%. But my fa- 
ther remarked that 
1 should have 
scored at least 
90%. That de- 
pressed me. 
Education 
these days has 
become like a 
horse race. Anda 
merit student has 
to do several 
things to keep 
himself ahead of 
others — like en- 




























Next year, | too will enter the 
tenth standard. So readers, wish 
me luck! 

Gishu R. Pillai, 
Bombay - 400 605, 


8B cowauseents 















Dear Editor, 
© Did you read The Hindu dated 
July 3rd, where there was an arti- 
cle, ‘Graduate Changes Caste for 
Job’? 

A Brahmin graduate decided to 
join the ranks of the backward 
chamar caste, after being unem- 
ployed for long, 

Is it not a shame that the gov- 
‘emment forsakes merit in order to 
promote the backward classes? 
Then there is nothing wrong in edu- 
cated people seeking employment 
abroad. 

N.Kowsalya Narayan, 
Hospet - 583 211 


Dear Editor, 
3 Afriend of mine who belongs 
to the forward class scored 85% in 
the recent S.S.C. examinations, 
He scored 95% in Maths and Sci- 
ence combined. Yet, he did not get 
into the science stream in any col- 
lege. 

‘Another friend who belongs to 
the scheduled castes, scored 65%, 































yet got a seat in college easily. Is 
this fair? 

V. Anand Nair, Std. X, 

Bombay - 400 029. 


Dear Editor, 

J | have been following the 
Enron's Dabhol power project con- 
troversy of recent months. Power 
generation is necessary, and the 
cost of power will increase in the 
coming years. 

But the water and air pollution 
that will result causes concer. The 
government has banned the set- 
ting up of industries near the Taj 
Mahal, for pollution is destroying 
that famous monument. Yet, it has 
started this power project which will 
cause enormous pollution! 

Subhashini Malayappan, 
aged 15, 

Sri Jayendra M.H.S.S. 
Trichy. 


Dear Editor, 
5 This letter refers to 
Rajalakshmis letter in your 


July issue saying that Cable 
TVs show only movies. 
There are many educa- 
tive, subject oriented and 
informative programmes on 
channels like BBC and 
CNN. Even Zee TV has edu- 
cative programmes like 
teaching computers. 
K.S. Subhashini, 
aged 14, 
V.M.H.S. School, 
Madras. 

















___TIMEPASS 


T was feeling bored, 
So I switched on Prime Sports 
But Brazil had not a good score. 
Iswitched on Doordarshan, 
for fun, 
But the movie had soldiers 
and guns, 
On Star Plus, was a movie 
Thad seen, 
V’ and ‘Zce" had nothing 
to interest me. 


Finally I played Carrom 
and Chess, 

But it was all a mess, 

In the end, I thought deep, 

And feel into a sound sleep. 


S. Kavitha, aged 10, 
Bombay - 98. 
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A STORY IN PICTURES 


interview one of 
‘you everyday to s00 

wail be the best king 
Well Begin tomorrow! 


Ham theted.e. 
‘rateful 


Tnow! You see. 
‘nad aready deciied 
that you'l succeed me. 
But dnt want to 
‘isappeiat the 





THIS HAPPENED EVERY DAY. 


THE LION MADE EACH ANIMAL, 
BRING HIM SOME FOOD. 

















>= WORDS 


Ey, = 
wrote and 
painted on cave 
walls, That was 
his way of storing 


ideas. In early 


~< 


as Egyptian or 
the Indus valley, 
people wrote text 
on stones, leaves, 
barks, ete. This 


was ‘done by 
scribes, and these materials filled 
several rooms, Their main problem 
‘was storage space, When paper, 
pen and other writing materials 
were made, the problem still 
remained. 

The evolution of printing 
technology reduced the trouble of 
writing again and again when it 
came to multiple copies. But not 












yone had easy access to it 
‘Typewriters brought the advan: 
tage of printing into every office, 
‘and with it the use of earbon paper 
to take multiple copies. But still, 
many people were needed to type 
out the texts and file copies 
Anessa alt ss words was 
nally met in mid-1960s by 
what is known today as Word 
Processors (WP), A word process- 
ng program is any one of several 
computer programs written to 
manipulate a text. The text can 
be typed, edited, stored, called from 
storage and altered, or retyped. 
The essential function of a word 
processing program is to accept the 
text typed, store it, and allow the 
user to edit, rearrange and print it, 
without needing to retype the 
entire text, The material being 







































DW You DRINK 
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processed is displayed on a 
computer's monitor. An operator 
may, depending on the program in 
use, perform any number of 
formatting operations on it, From 
simple margin changes to specifi- 
cation of typefaces, and inclusion 
of pictures, a word processor does 
all. 


ord processor's history ean be 

traced to 1964, when IBM 
introduced the Magnetic Tape 
Electric Typewriter. Frequently 


COMPUTERS 
used texts such as letters, 
documents, reports, etc. 
could be typed and stored on 
a magnetic tape, and later 
recalled. This became very 
popular, and entered into 
every major organisation. 

One of the first Word 
Processing programs for use 
on personal computers 
appeared in the late 1970s, 
Known as Electric Pencil, 
this program allowed a user, 
for the first time, to have 
total control over what he 
typed. The user was able to see 
what he was doing. As characters 
were deleted or inserted, words 
were re-arranged automatically. 
Blocks of characters could be 
moved or copied to new positions 
in the document, and any part of 
the document could be displayed on 
the screen. But this software had 
its own problems. the user had to 
guess where the pages ended, The 
margins on the screen had no 
relation to what was actually 
printed on the printer. And text 
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I’ve NEVER 
SEEN MILK 
IN MY LIFE! 
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MOMENTS 


formatting was inadequate. 
The first popular 


word 
processing program to provide 
adequate formatting control, was 


probably the Perfect Writer But 
this too, failed to provide the user 
with enough support for margins 
and page layouts. In 1980, a new 
term What you see is what you 
(WYSIWYG), was coined to 
describe the effect of « program 
called WORDSTAR, The user had 
nearly absolute on-sereen control of 
the final output, Margins, line 
spacing and page endings could be 
controlled, and the effect tested 
before the printer was turned on 











he success of the Wordstar 

program resulted in the arrival 
of many more word processing 
programs, Word Perfect, Microsoft 
‘Word, and Multimate, are some of 
the other popular word processing 
programs available today. Most 
current word processing progrars 
not only allow users to type, edit, 
format and store text, but also offer 




















POETRY 








Moments of joy and happiness, 
Moments that touch you deep, 
Moments that make you smile in glory, 
Moments that make you weep, 

Make sure that the moments, 

Which make you laugh or cry, 

Nove eve You, 

‘Make sure that the moments, 

Which so easily slip by, 

‘Never, never desert you. 


— Madhura Chatterjee, aged 13, 
South Point H.S., 
Cal 


Various other options, An operator 
had to type only one master 
document with special symbols 
ineluded for the insertion of the 
variable information, ‘This funetion 
known as mail merge, ean be used 
effectively to handle mailing 
lists. When first introduced, mail 
ge was considered an extra 
But today, nearly every word 
processing program has it 

One of the greatest attractions 
ofa word processor is its ability to 
spell, Spell-checker programs 
compare the words keyed in, with 
a list of words held in memory. 
Because the list is finite, it is 
inevitable that some perfectly 
perfect words will not be in it 
‘These days, word processors come 
with graphic options, where you 
can insert pictures in-between text, 
and give various print effects, 
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